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Norman Dubie

POEM WRITTEN AT D A W N FOR FRANK PALUKA

A desk before a window.
A prism sits in its willow fram e. Beside it
Are two yellowed postcards, a pencil and stick-m atches.
Light passes through the prism , breaking down
Into colors that are steady: there’s green,
Violet and yellow. Outside everything is thaw ing,
And deep in the woods crocus and skunk cabbage
Are growing from the center of actual slabs
Of color:
The open, black and indigo sides of deer, breaking down,
A cadaver of deer everywhere!
(M uch of two herds starved in the last snow.)
But there are the two postcards on the desk.
One is filled with
The bright conical flowers of a painting by Redon.
The other, much older, I have
Looked at since I was a boy: it shows
Five bathers beside the river Neva, they are old men
And large with m ottled stom achs th at droop
Like the blonde nests of Osprey-hens.
These men are out at daybreak, all around them
Russia is waking; with axes they have chopped
Through the ice and three of them are entering
The river for their swim, the other two just
Now are stepping from the water, and it’s
These two who are
Amazing: they are chilled, transparent,
W ith here and there a swirl of blue, they are like
Crystals of am ethyst which a light
Is passing through, the light falling broadly
Into reds and dark yellows all along
The snow on the riverbank, colors like in that corner
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O f the room w ith flow ers th a t R edon painted, tro p ical
And new. But these bathers,
These nude figures, three stepping dow n,
The o th er tw o ascending like in a ju d g em en t, they d o n ’t
Belong to R ed o n ’s painting. But to a d a rk m ural
T h at is cruel and m edieval. T hings change!
Light passes th ro u g h this prism in its willow fram e.
T here are stick-m atches. A pencil.
W inter insists on detail. T hings change.
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